PERFECTION

BY Perfection fooled too long,

I will dream of that no longer!

Venus, you have done me wrong

By your unattainable beauty,

Till it seemed to be my duty

To belittle all the throng.

I have found attraction stronger;

I have found a lady younger

Who can make a hard heart stir;

Like an athlete, tall and slender.

With no more than human splendour;

Yet, for all the faults of her,

Than Perfection perfecter.

Though she guards it, grace breaks through

Every blithe and careless movement.

What shall I compare her to?

When she takes the ball left-handed,

Speed and sweetness are so blended

Nothing awkward she can do.

She, whose faults are an improvement!

If she only knew what Love meant

I would not be seeking now

To describe the curbed perfection

Of all loveliness in action.

Perfect she would be, I vow,

With the mole above the brow!
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